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Summary 


Sapnap loved the feeling of submission, and George loved getting Sapnap to submit. It 
worked for them. Although, having anticipated Sapnap’s natural brattiness to translate to their 
bedroom, George was pleasantly surprised when he discovered just how well Sapnap was 
willing to behave for him. 


or 


George and Sapnap’s experiences with sexual And nonsexual bdsm. 


Notes 
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that part of me that was always for you 


It didn’t take very long after they got together for George and Sapnap to take their 
relationship to the next level. The foundation of trust that they already had, combined with 
their... several nights together in London when Sapnap first visited, primed the pieces to 
naturally fall into place. 


They still fought like idiots, but behind closed doors their dynamics had been nearly set in 
stone since the beginning. 


Sapnap Joved the feeling of submission, and George loved getting Sapnap to submit. It 
worked for them. Although, having anticipated Sapnap’s natural brattiness to translate to their 
bedroom, George was pleasantly surprised when he discovered just how well Sapnap was 
willing to behave for him. 


Sapnap fell quiet very easily during their scenes, more preoccupied with pleasing his dom 
than bratting or fighting back in any regard. He loved to please George, /oved to make him 
feel good and make him proud of his puppy, regardless of how pent up he was himself. 


More specifically, Sapnap really enjoyed giving head. During their exploration phase, they 
realized quite quickly that Sapnap had an oral fixation. After Sapnap had fallen especially 
deep into subspace under George’s desk one night with his lips stretched around George’s 
cock, George had pushed him to experiment a little more. 


They quickly determined it wasn’t just cock that made his brain all fuzzy and warm, but 
pretty much anything. Fingers, stim toys, dildos, he loved them all, needing different options 
depending on his headspace. George had spoiled him rotten upon their revelation, pulling 
Sapnap into his lap one night and having him pick out his favorites from his computer, 
pointing and choosing through subby mumbles. He’d needed some encouragement to find the 
words to express which ones he liked, often falling comfortably into a non-verbal state when 
George’s voice was coated in honey. 


Thoroughly impressed with his mustered ability to communicate, George had praised him all 
throughout and rewarded him kindly by allowing him to sink to his knees and be filled just 
the way he liked. 


Once his toys arrived, it was only a matter of time before they worked their way into his 
regular routine, with even Dream becoming used to seeing Sapnap casually chewing on one 
of his stim necklaces or laying across George with his fingers gently stroking across his 
tongue. 


After all, it’s not always sexual for Sapnap. The boy often appeared in George’s office 
doorway after a long day to be pet and appreciated for his warm mouth. Sometimes he needs 
the quiet floatiness to creep in from the edges of his vision, and to let George take over 
thinking for him for the rest of the night. 


He loves the feeling, and George is always more than happy to oblige, regardless of whether 
he gets off or not. He likes the quiet serenity that falls over the younger, and the way he 
yearns to be led and cared for. 


It’s validating to him to get to see Sapnap like this; to know that his sub trusts him, and would 
put his ego and normal boisterousness aside to become putty under George’s hands, trusting 
so completely that he’Il take care of him. 


It calms his head in a roundabout way, completely settled by the fact that his partner finds 
peace with him. 


It’s symbiosis at its finest, and they Jove it. 


Some of George’s favorite moments in Florida—aside from the fireworks, fanfare, and rowdy 
streams—have been mostly silent. 


He loves when Sapnap is quiet. Not because he’s not talking, but because he’s not anxious. 
George knows that when Sapnap comes to find him with that glassy look in his eyes that the 
day has been entirely too much for him, and he’s looking to George to settle the raging storm 
behind his forehead. 


Now, George is in the living room, watching some show with Dream and dozing off slightly 
under the warmth of one of the dozen throw blankets they keep on the couch. 


This time, George doesn’t hear him enter. 


A meek, tired-sounding voice pipes up, 


“Georgie,” 


His head snaps up, suddenly more awake than he’s been all day at the pitiful sound coming 
from his Sapnap. 


He meets his eyes, a familiar glazed over, weary look muting the stunning green that usually 
catches his gaze. 


“Hi darling, why don’t you come lay down? You seem tired,” George coos gently, arms 
reaching towards him. Pulling the younger to his chest, George feels Sapnap heave a heavy 
sigh, likely stress from the day already melting away in George’s embrace. 


He brings a hand up to cradle his head, knocking his hat off and starting to card through the 
thick curls that cover his scalp. Sapnap presses his head up into the gentle scratches, 
humming slightly at the light pressure dragging back and forth across the tender skin. 


“You okay, love?” he prompts, other hand squeezing the flesh around his waist lightly. 


He only gets a soft sound in response, not really an affirmative, nor a dissent, but enough to 
let George know he’s listening and doesn’t really have an answer right now. It’s his way of 
showing that he’s done thinking, that it's time for George to take over and answer silly 
questions like that for him. 


“Okay, just rest then. I’ve got you.” 


George holds him closer, nodding to Dream that it’s okay to unpause their show that he’d 
stopped when Sap wandered in. 


He does, the soft dialogue filling the empty space around them and plunging them back into 
the coziness George had found earlier against the cushions of their couch. 


After a few moments of petting Sapnap's hair, and stroking down his back, Sapnap starts to 
get a little restless. Squirming against George’s body, he whines slightly, burying his head 
into the older’s neck and trying to force himself somehow deeper. 


“Easy, little one. Do you have your chewy necklace on?” 


Sapnap shakes his head against the soft cotton of George’s t-shirt, making the material bunch 
up against his chest. 


George clicks his tongue in chiding, letting his fingers catch for just a second to tug ever so 
slightly on the youngest’s auburn curls. 


Sapnap whines in protest, mumbling something unintelligibly against George’s collarbone. 


“Ah ah, Sappy,” George scolds, “you know you’re supposed to keep one with you.” 


Sapnap huffs dramatically, taking the collar of George’s shirt between his teeth lightly and 
tugging a bit. 


Sapnap doesn’t usually do stuff like that unless he’s in deep, and George frowns at the fact 
that he appeared to already be pretty deep when he got down here, indicating high stress 
levels from the day. 


He shushes him, “All right love, it’s okay. Do you want my fingers?” 


George purposely doesn’t ask him questions he’ Il have to provide more than a one word 
answer to when he’s in this headspace, keeping it as simple as possible, with no more than 
yes-no responses required of him; things that are easier for his subby brain to understand. 


Sapnap nods lazily, head turning towards the side to face the side of the couch where Dream 
still lounges, mostly unbothered by Sapnap’s arrival. Sapnap does this every once in a while, 
and he’s comfortable enough in front of Dream to know that he’s not going to be judged for 

seeking comfort in his boyfriend, no matter how vulnerable he might be. 


George drags a hand up his side to rest on Sapnap’s chin, thumb sliding over his bottom lip 
and digging in slightly before pulling down to open his mouth, stretching his bottom lip past 
his teeth. 


George likes to inspect him like this, and Sapnap melts under the prodding of his teeth. 
George counts them, whispering each number under his breath and into his hair; tapping his 
fingernail on the surface of each one to show where he is in his survey. 


At a certain point, the wide stretching of his lips isn't enough and he has to tilt the younger’s 
head back for a better angle, cataloging his molars and examining the plush throat that always 
holds him so well. 


George loves Sapnap’s mouth, loves how it looks, how it feels, and especially how filling it 
clears Sapnap’s head better than anything else. 


George could happily drag fingers across his gums for hours, scratching at the soft flesh, but 
he knows that Sapnap likes the weight on his tongue the best and his fingers come to rest 
there after exploring for just a Jittle too long. 


Sapnap’s chapped lips close around his digits, tongue pressing up into them slightly, tasting 
the salty skin and moaning softly, completely comfortable and at ease. 


George smiles tenderly as he watches the tension leaving his boyfriend’s brows, expression 
settling into something far more relaxed and comfortable than he had looked when he 
appeared in the living room this evening. 


“T’ll never understand how you get him like that,” he’s startled somewhat by the broken 
silence, turning to meet Dream’s eyes. 


He’s watching them, nearly in awe, despite likely having seen this dozens of times by now, 
and shaking his head in near disbelief. 


“You guys’ ll fight all day, and yet he never argues when you talk to him like that. It’s like... 
a fuckin’ switch or something.” 


George hums in agreement, looking back down to the picture of serenity on his chest. Dream 
isn’t phased by George’s non-response, familiar enough by now to know he likely won't talk 
about it as plainly as Dream wants to. 


“Tt’s nice, y’ know, to see him all relaxed like that. He stresses himself out so easily, I’m glad 
that he’s got a way to deal with it that helps.” 


They’re quiet for a moment. 


“I’m glad he has you, George.” 


He finds Dream’s gaze again, and they share a sweet smile before both looking back to the tv 
screen where, quite considerately, Dream’s turned the volume down, and flicked on subtitles. 


“It helps me too, y’know,” George breathes, “I like knowing he’s not gonna spiral any 
further...that he trusts me.” 


He hears Dream’s smile when he speaks, eyes still on the television screen in front of them. 


“You're a sap, Georgie. He’s got you in the palm of his hand.” 


George has to bite back his grin during his response, 


“That’s where you’re wrong, Dream. He’ the Sap.” 


Dream laughs, remnants of his old, familiar wheeze creeping into the edges from the way he 
wasn’t expecting it. 


“Get it?” 


always seems to heal the wounds 


Chapter Summary 


Sapnap streams for too long, and George wants to help him relax. 
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Sapnap’s been streaming for a long time. 


George knows because he was already live when woke up this morning, and George hasn’t 
seen him all day. 


He’s not clingy, he’s not. Okay, maybe he is, but that doesn’t mean he isn’t worried about his 
boyfriend overworking himself. 


He’s sent him a few messages throughout the day in discord, reminding him to order himself 
food, stay hydrated, and take breaks from staring at his screen if he can, but it hasn’t really 
changed anything. 


George is watching his stream, listening to him slowly fade into tiredness, and if he’s as 
perceptive as he thinks he is, Sapnap’s getting a little worked up and anxious on top of being 
exhausted. 


He wants to charge in and force him into bed, lay him down and make him rest, but he knows 
it’1l have the opposite effect. Sapnap’s nervous energy doesn’t dissipate once he’s off stream 
or done with work, he carries it in his shoulders until he lets George handle it, or talks 
through it with someone else, but George doesn’t have access to him right now. 


George wants to handle it tonight; wants to take his mind off of all of his work, and allow 
him to get some good sleep. Frankly, it’s driving him a little insane, wanting to take the 
weight off of him, make his brain melt into their sheets and hopefully not be able to think 
hard enough to even remember all the work he still has to do. 


He decides at around dinner time that he’s had enough. 


George 


sapnap 


Sapnap 


george 


George 


you'll be done streaming by 8, yes? 


Sapnap 


okay 


George 


do better 


Sapnap 


yes daddy i promise 


George doesn’t respond but he can see in the corner of his eye that Sapnap’s eyes have gone a 
little hazy with their exchange, cheeks taking on a rosy color in the center of his face cam. 


He smiles slightly at the power he has and tries not to let it go to his head, but it does anyway. 
George revels in the control he has over the younger boy, knowing that Sapnap would do just 
about anything to please him. 


He directs his attention back to the work he was doing, or more accurately, emails he wasn’t 
answering while glancing over at Sapnap’s stream, and attempts to focus his pent up 
excitement into something productive. 


George’s phone screen reads 7:58, and Sapnap is still not on his knees in front of him. He 
knows better than to blow him off, so George still wants to give him the benefit of his 
remaining two minutes, even though the anticipation is starting to get to him a bit. George 
isn’t used to being in this position, he’s not quite sure what to do with himself. 


At 7:59, he thinks he hears Sapnap leave his stream room but it must be Dream down the hall 
somewhere because the clock flicks to 8:00, and he’s still boyfriend-less. 


Sapnap doesn’t do this. He’s well behaved, and listens even better, especially when given an 
order from his dom; it’s unlike him. 


Which leaves one option: Sapnap’s in deeper than he thought. 


Glancing over at his second monitor, he sees gray-green eyes, tired and lost. He looks further 
and sees plush pink lips taken between teeth, worrying the sensitive flesh and damaging the 
skin enough that they’re far redder than they usually are. 


Sapnap needs him. He needs to be done working, George thinks he’s likely not even realized 
it’s past the time he was supposed to be back to him, appearing so fuzzy and scattered that it 
could have slipped his mind entirely. 


Rising from his seat, he nearly jogs down the hallway. 


He reaches his stream room door quickly, not bothering to knock because he doesn’t think 
Sapnap would recognize it anyway, given the way he looked on stream. 


Pushing the heavy door open, George’s eyes dart to the back of Sapnap’s head immediately. 
He knows Sapnap’s probably too out of it to notice his entrance, but his chat definitely has; 
he can see the messages spam through faster than they were when he was watching from his 
own office. 


It’s a delicate situation, Sapnap being live still makes everything more intense, more risky. He 
has to watch what he says, how he acts, how he moves . Their fans scrutinize everything , 
down to their body language when they’re in the same room, nothing is safe or private as 
long as the camera is on. He needs to figure out how to get Sapnap to end the stream, before 
either of them say something that can be analyzed by stans for days to come. 


He approaches quietly, forcing a sly smirk across his face, trying to mask his current worry 
with his usual deviousness. Reaching the back of his chair, he rests his elbows on the frame, 
leaning down slightly to place weight on the back and hopefully alerting Sapnap to his 
presence. 


It works, and Sapnap looks up to his monitor to see George hanging over him, unable to hide 
the sweet smile that crosses his face when he notices who it is. 


“Hi, Georgie,” he all but slurs, sounding so so tired and beyond exhausted with the weight of 
his day. 


“ Hello,” he greets him, pitching his voice up to convey the silly energy he usually brings to 
Sapnap’s streams. 


Sapnap’s smile only widens, and he turns to look at George over his shoulder, his grin 
growing a little bit dopey the longer he looks at him. 


He has to fight back a matching smile, wanting to try and preserve some of his on-stream 
image, despite the fact that he wants nothing more than to throw Sapnap over his shoulder 
and run away to their bedroom where he can help him unwind. 


He pulls his phone out of his pocket, swiping quickly to their last messages, hours ago now. 


“Did you see this?” he prompts, turning the screen to where the stream can’t see it but 
Sapnap surely can. 


He’s trying to be subtle, for the sake of the stream, but Sapnap’s eyes take a little too long to 
focus on the text in front of him, and George thinks he’s running out of time before one of 
them slips up in some way. 


George can see the exact moment that he registers the text, because his droopy eyelids are 
suddenly stretched wide as he realizes what time it is. 


“Oh, right,” he schools his expression the best he can but he still looks out of it. George just 
hopes their viewers don’t notice. 


“Yeah, so we should probably go do that, right?” he half-lies, trying to push some urgency, 
while still leaving it up to him. 


“Yeah, yeah, I- I completely lost track of time, I’m sorry,” he stutters out, face growing 
slightly paler. 


He chuckles slightly, appearances barely maintained, “It’s okay, just end and I'll wait for 
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you. 


Even stepping back slightly from Sapnap’s chair, he can see the shake in his hands. God, he 
just wants to help, not stress him out more. It’s so hard to navigate these types of things when 
there’s thousands of people watching and he feels a pit open in his stomach when he realizes 
he’s probably only made Sapnap more anxious. 


It’s not what he wanted at all, but he can fix that and more, as soon as Sapnap turns the 
stream off and leaves his stupid stuffy office. 


He’s telling them goodbye, George can hear from just outside the door and after, the loud 
whirr of his PC slows to a stop. 


Sapnap appears in the doorway in front of him and it's barely seconds before he collapses 
against George’s chest, the older pulling him in close and wrapping his arms tightly around 
him. 


“Hi, love,” he whispers softly, “You must be tired, you streamed for a long long time.” 


Sapnap hums gently in response but says nothing else, brain likely still cooling down from its 
earlier overheating. 


“That’s okay, why don’t you come lay down with Daddy for a little bit?” George asks, though 
he doesn’t expect a response. The question was more so to let Sapnap know what his plans 
were, not to give him any choice in the matter. 


They separate and George guides Sapnap down the hall to their room by his hand, walking 
him over to their bed before reaching to pull his hat off his head. 


He wants to bury his face in Sapnap’s sweaty hair so he does, the younger giggling lightly at 
the over-dramatic inhale that George takes against the crown of his head. 


He may hate that he hides his hair from him so often, but if he can do this after Sapnap’s 
worn a hat all day, he’s willing to look past it. 


George smiles into auburn curls, pressing a quick kiss there before pulling back to remove 
the rest of Sapnap’s day clothes. Lithe fingers find the hem of Sapnap’s shirt, reaching to tug 


it over his head before dragging down through the hair on his bare, slightly sweaty chest and 
stomach to find the waistband of his pants. He crouches in front of Sapnap as he drags them 
down, pulling the cuffs at the bottom so Sapnap can step out of them, leaving him in plain 
boxers. 


George’s next question dictates the rest of their evening, and he knows not to ask it lightly. 
Even though Sapnap’s loosened up quite a bit, he can still see the tension built up in his body 
language and it makes George hopeful that it won’t seem out of place. 


“Do you want pajamas, or do you want to keep your clothes off?” he prompts, open-ended. 


Sapnap meets his eyes, the weight of the question swirling in his mind as he blinks up at his 
boyfriend. 


“Wanna keep them off please,” he says quietly. 


Then so quietly George can hardly hear it, “want you, Daddy.” 


George breathes deeply, eyes falling closed for a second to gain his composure before they 
enter a real scene. 


“You'll need to do better than that, Sappy. Tell me what you want,” he requests, tone firm. 


The boy’s face is covered in the finest layer of rose petal blush and he rocks back and forth 
on his feet, nerves from the day still present now that he is more grounded in his body. 


Inhaling, he starts, “Want you to make it better please, Daddy. Want you to take care of me 
and fill me and make my head quiet.” 


George fights back a grin at the express permission to take care of his boy, eyes lighting up at 
his words. 


“You want Daddy to fill you, and make everything better? Is that right, little one?” 


Sapnap nods, looking almost dazed with the heat that’s fallen over them. 


“Thank you for being good and telling Daddy what you want,“ he pauses to run a hand 
through his hair again, gripping slightly tighter this time and enjoying the delicious whine it 
elicits. 


“Get on your knees.” 


It takes a second of brain-lag for Sapnap to interpret the order and then he’s dropping 
clumsily to the ground in front of George, about eye level with the drawstring of the 
sweatpants still tied around his waist. 


George gestures at him expectantly, “Go ahead.” 


Their eyes meet in a charged moment before Sapnap focuses on his task and shaky fingers 
reach up to pull at the tie in front of him. 


He doesn’t get far before George smacks his hand out of the way, scoffing, “You don’t need 
your hands, Sapnap, you know better. Do it correctly.” 


Another whine slips from between Sapnap’s lips, frustrated, but knowing that the longer he 
takes is only longer he goes without George’s cock in his throat, and he can’t wait any 
longer. 


He tries again, this time leaning forward to bring his mouth to George’s crotch, biting gently 
at the aglet of the strings before pulling to untie the knot. Sapnap’s hot breath, even through 
sweatpants, makes George twitch in his boxers and he has to bite back a groan at the vision in 
front of him. 


Sapnap nuzzles his face against George’s hip for a moment, off task, but George allows it. It’s 
all part of their dance, he now recognizes. It took them a few conversations to truly 
understand it, but Sapnap’s submission is heavily rooted in immersion; being able to give in 
and surrender himself completely to George, and his own headspace. So, if he needs to rub 
his face on George’s dick for a minute to feel better or to help fall deeper into the fuzzy 
warmth surrounding them, then George is certainly going to let him do that. 


He rubs against him for a moment longer before he returns to his task, catching the fabric of 
George’s joggers between his teeth and struggling to tug them down his legs further. 


He gets better leverage once the fabric comes apart from his boxers, tugging them down until 
they’re around George’s ankles. George kicks them off and away, but Sapnap’s focus remains 
trained on where George stands. Gently leaning down and still not using his hands, George 
notes, he places a soft kiss to the top of each of George’s socks, looking up to catch his gaze 
in between. 


“Love you, Daddy,” he mumbles upon finishing, “Can I take your socks off?” 


George feels a butterfly take flight below his ribcage, banging into the walls of his stomach in 
his excitement. He loves Sapnap so much, it’s moments like these that he’s reminded just 
how lucky he is to have him like this. 


“Go ahead, angel, you’ve been so good for me already, haven’t you?” he coos, voice turning 
to honey and dark molasses. Heavy, yet weight visibly continues to lift from Sapnap’s 
shoulders the deeper he slips. 


George’s heart aches for his boy, clearly having slipped faster and farther than George had 
thought. He’s so so good, and George already knows he’s going to spoil him absolutely rotten 
tomorrow when they wake up. Hopefully, if George’s plans come to fruition, they’1l be in bed 
all lazy together until late in the afternoon so no worries can poison his precious Sapnap’s 
mind. 


Sapnap nods clumsily, humming an affirmative, “Just wanna make you happy,” he murmurs, 
leaning back over to drag George’s socks off with his teeth. 


They’ve only done this part of their little ritual a few times, if George can recall correctly, so 
Sapnap isn’t quite as practiced in his movements. It’s incredibly endearing and attractive to 
watch as he drools over George’s feet, teeth slipping occasionally from the fabric of the sock 
in his attempts to pull them down. It takes him a few tries on each side, but he manages, 
straightening his back out and looking up to George for what comes next. 


George’s hand comes to rest on Sapnap’s jaw, squeezing lightly to force his lips to part, and 
his thumb slips between them easily. 


Sapnap’s tongue is on his finger immediately, swirling around and sucking gently as he 
tightens his lips around him. His eyes flutter shut at the sensation and there’s a gentle sigh of 
relief that comes through his nose as he works at it. 


George watches him for a moment. He watches the tension slip from his eyebrows, his 
shoulders settle, and he listens as Sapnap starts to make soft little content hums every so 
often, fully relaxing into the trust he carries for George. 


He gives him another finger, and another, but before long he’s starting to wiggle around a 
little bit more. He’s fidgeting with his hands behind his back, George can tell from the 
movement in his shoulders, and he’s almost rocking back and forth in anticipation. 


George interrupts their silence before Sapnap can come back to himself any further, “Are you 
ready, my darling? Do you want more?” 


He nods nearly immediately, opening his mouth wide and letting George’s sloppy fingers slip 
out. He wipes them on his much tighter boxers, discarding the wetness, and making Sapnap 
frown slightly. 


George shakes his head at him fondly, “It’s okay, you’ll have more soon.” 


George can get lost in his own head sometimes just looking at Sapnap. Especially in times 
like these when he’s staring up at him with his big, gentle eyes; a few seconds from begging 


for his Daddy’s cock. It affects him more than he usually acknowledges, preferring to focus 
on Sapnap’s mindset in scenes like this, but it is incredible jerk-off material when Sapnap 
leaves for Texas, or L.A., or anywhere else that George isn 1. 


“Go on, little one,” he prods, encouraging Sapnap to take him out and rid him of his tented 
boxers. 


He tips forward again, swaying slightly with the movement, but he presses his forehead back 
against George’s bare stomach, nose digging into the only remaining fabric on his body, and 
breathing deeply to inhale George’s scent. He groans against the cloth, mouthing sloppily 
along his shaft, and letting his tongue dart out to soak it further. 


George can’t help but grind his hips forward as Sapnap wraps his lips around the head of his 
cock, the dark spot growing larger and larger with each second. They move against each 
other for a little too long before George can’t take it any more and needs Sapnap to move on. 
His head is so sensitive, and he would’ve come right then and there if the younger had 
continued mouthing at him like that. 


He grabs Sapnap’s jaw again, his hand firm, yet gentle while guiding him up higher, and 
ignoring the whine he gets in response. 


When Sapnap’s teeth find the elastic and starts to tug them down, George sighs in relief; the 
cold air of the room hitting his wet cock and grinding his hips forward again. 


Sapnap is swift to quit taking George’s boxers off now that his cock is in front of him, 
quickly abandoning that task to focus on his real prize. George doesn’t mind, just shuffles 
them down his legs further, knowing Sapnap would never take additional time to do it 
himself, when he could be gagging on his boyfriend’s cock. 


He’s messy, as expected, dragging his tongue down his shaft, only to come back up to prod at 
the head again, digging into his foreskin and moaning at the taste that he gathers on his 
tongue. 


Mouthing at him sloppily for a bit, he finally takes him into his mouth, suckling around the 
head more before sliding the rest of George further into his throat. He tries a few times to 
take his entire length, working up to it, taking a little more each time until he’s finally 
sheathed right where Sapnap wants him, deep in the back of his throat. 


George feels the warmth surrounding him, always impressed at just how good his throat 
really is, and his hips drive forward at the feeling, forcing a choked sound out of Sapnap’s 
mouth. 


He stops for a moment, petting along the side of Sapnap’s face, through the wiry hair of his 
beard to where they’re connected at the stretch of Sapnap’s lips. He strokes the delicate flesh 
slightly before tapping his cheek, drawing his eyes up to meet his own. 


“You okay, my darling?” 


Sapnap only blinks, wide-eyed, and mouth full of cock. 


“Td like it if you could tell me, baby. Use your signals,” he leads, wanting to make sure 
they’re in a good spot before pushing him any further. 


George feels a hand tap his side only once, signaling yes, /’m okay, please keep going. 


They’ve discussed it at length, knowing each other’s limits intimately, but George still does 
like to check in at least once throughout the scene for his own headspace. He feels better 
having checked in, and Sapnap’s said before that it doesn’t break his immersion or anything 
like that, so they move on quickly. 


With Sapnap’s okay fresh in his mind, he begins to thrust gently into the wetness of the 
smaller’s throat. He likes long, deep strokes, making sure every inch of his length is coated in 
Sapnap’s spit and kept warm within the heat of his mouth. Sapnap chokes again, a thick gag 
forming in his throat as he’s forced to take the head of George’s cock in his throat again and 
again. 


George feels a little insane when he hears those kinds of sounds, and he doesn’t want to truly 
hurt Sapnap, but it really does something for him. He wants to hear it, craves it. He needs 
Sapnap to feel like he’s just about to lose control, like he can’t take any more, and the only 
thing that exists is George forcing his cock farther than he can comfortably take. 


He fucks himself deeper into the heat, looking up just in time to catch the first tear falling 
from Sapnap’s eye. 


“ Fuck, baby. Crying on my cock, you’re so pretty like this,” he breathes out through a moan, 
lost in the sensation. 


Both misty green eyes are welled up with tears, threatening to fall over and begging to add to 
the wetness that has already dripped down Sapnap’s front. 


They’re sloppy, and they’ll definitely need to take a bath after this, but he can’t focus on that 
right now because there’s a gorgeous boy with his mouth around his dick, taking it like an 
absolute beauty and that’s infinitely more important. 


Tears keep slipping from Sapnap’s misty eyes, and when he taps George’s leg twice to pull 
out and give him a little break, his breaths are hurried and shallow. George places his hand on 
the boy’s throat, not squeezing but resting there in a gesture of silent appreciation for the 
beating it’s taking. Sapnap moans outwardly at the feeling, losing himself for a moment as 
one of his hands comes up from behind him to lay on top of George’s, just holding it there 
gently. He doesn’t try to move him or pull him away, just rests there for a moment, feeling 
with George as his own breaths even out and he’s ready to continue. 


George takes a tender moment to drag his thumb under Sapnap’s eyes, collecting his tears on 
the tip of his thumb before whispering reverently, “So lovely for me, aren’t you?” 


He smears the gathered tears across his skin before bringing his thumb back to his own 
mouth and gently mouthing the taste off of it. It’s salty, as expected, but Sapnap’s wide-eyed 
expression tells him it was more than worth it if for his reaction alone. 


Sapnap hasn’t stopped crying, but he nods when he can breathe again, prompting George to 
slip himself back into his mouth, guiding his length as deep as he can and grinding there for a 
moment. Sapnap really does take him well, and he’s deep enough that George’s balls hit his 
chin on every stroke. He revels in the scratch of his stubble on the sensitive skin while he 
moves, taking time to grind against his face every so often. 


It’s really so good, and George won't last much longer, but he wants to make it good for 
Sapnap too, make sure he’s tired enough to really sleep and rest through part of the day 
tomorrow to catch up. It’s been way too long since George woke up before him, and he wants 
to watch him sleep for as long as he can before he wakes up and calls him a creep. 


He thrusts faster, deeper , hearing that sick, delightful gagging sound around every thrust and 
wishing he could hear Sapnap’s moans a little clearer around his cock too. He doesn’t need to 
look down to know Sapnap’s hard, he’d be surprised if he wasn’t after all this, so he carefully 
re-positions himself to where his foot can rest between Sapnap’s thighs. 


The younger makes a weak sound, hips twitching at the stimulation after so long untouched. 
George experiments with pressing his foot down, rolling it from ball to heel before really 
applying pressure. Sapnap is still wearing his tight boxers, though the wet spot that George 
can see from above him has nearly changed the entire color of the fabric. 


He works at him for a while with his foot, the smaller grinding up to meet his movements, 
with new sweet sounds slipping through from around George’s length, that go straight 
through his ears and back down to his arousal below. 


Suddenly, almost out of nowhere, despite the fact that they’ve been at this for a while, George 
is really close. The combination of wet sounds, Sapnap’s little whines, his mouth on his cock, 
and the act of pleasing his partner below him, are all piling up and he thinks he’s only a few 
strokes away from busting at this point. 


He pulls out, and the disappointed look on Sapnap’s face does something to him, tears 
continuing to spill over his open expression. George doesn’t have any time before he’s 
groaning, deep from his throat as his own hand wraps around his length, jerking himself 
quickly a few times and spilling all over his boyfriend’s face. He trails his cum over his lips, 
directing the head of his dick all around to make sure as much as possible was covered in his 
release. 


The younger whines at the feeling, eyes slipping shut as George continues to grind his foot 
down on his cock. 


“D-Daddy, please,” he stutters, and if George hadn’t just cum all over him, he would’ve been 
hard again. He sounds so sweet, so perfect, and it's all for him. He wants to give him the 
world. 


“Go ahead, baby. Cum for Daddy,” he breathes out, working him over through his boxers as 
writhes beneath him. His voice goes higher, his breathing picks up, and George can see his 
stomach tighten just before he feels the warm wetness seep out around the ball of his foot, 
and drip down onto his shorts beneath. 


Sapnap collapses against him, wrapping his arms around his waist from his knees before 
George can slip down to his level, supporting him and cradling his head against his chest. He 
tries to ignore the release that is now surely all over him, and focuses on caring for Sapnap, 
gently stroking through his hair for a moment as he regains his breath. 


“So good, angel,” he coos, “You did so so well,” dragging his hands over his sides in 
grounding movements. 


George gives him a second before he’s hauling him to his feet, walking him to their bathroom 
before setting him down on the toilet seat and grabbing a washcloth to clean his face. He’s 
gentle with each movement because he knows this is part of it too, Sapnap needs the gentle 
come down as much as he needs the rough sensations, a pas de deux that keeps his head on 
straight. 


Keeping one eye on Sapnap, he turns the tap to the bath faucet, filling the tub with almost too 
hot water, and returning to keep his hands roaming over his warm skin. George drops to his 
knees now in front of him, hands caressing up and down his thighs, trying to keep him 
grounded and present. He kisses over each of Sapnap’s battered kneecaps, and massages up 
and down his legs, releasing some of the physical tension before the additional release of the 
bath itself. 


The tub fills quickly and he shuts the tap off before it can fill too high, gathering Sapnap in 
his arms the best he can and helping him to sink down into the warm waves. He settles easily, 
as George slips in behind him, guiding his head to fall back onto his shoulder. 


They’re quiet as they press into each other, connected everywhere but the excitement is done. 
George has done his job, helped Sapnap relax, and now he foo gets to submit to the feelings 
of comfort around him. 


He washes Sapnap’s hair gently, scrubs at his limbs and chest and digs his hands into his 
shoulders to force the rest of the tension out into the air where it dissipates, until the next 
time it rears its ugly head. 


George eventually guides them back to bed and into clean sheets, having been protected by 
not even using it, and they curl into each other easily. George smiles as he watches him start 
to doze off, taking in his peaceful expression, the absence of anything bad in his face. 


“T c’n feel you watching me, y’know,” he slurs, words muddled by exhaustion and the 
afterglow. 


“T know. Just wanna look at you a bit longer, such a pretty boy,” he muses, scratching his 
fingers across Sapnap’s scalp to help him fall. 


He hums, non-committed, “M’not pretty, that’s you, Georgie.” 


George smiles softly at him, his eyes still closed as he leans into his touch, somehow always 
wanting more. It makes him feel all warm inside, knowing that he’s the only one that gets 
this, that gets the real Sapnap; the one who still argues even when his brain has been fucked 
out of his head. 


It makes George a little crazy, he thinks. That he’s the only one in the world that gets to have 
him like this; he’s only for him. It makes him smile. He watches Sapnap sleep until he can’t 
keep his eyes open any longer, succumbing to the warmth and love he’s wrapped up in. It’s a 
certain kind of grace he’s not sure he deserves, but he has it now, and he knows truthfully that 
he’d never have found this with anyone else. 


Before he forgets to, he presses a soft kiss to Sapnap’s forehead, 


“Sleep well, love.” 
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